The fecorni part of 


Henry the fourth. 


CMou There is a thing within my bofbmetellsme 
That no conditions of our peace can (land, * 

Hajhngs Feareyounot.thatifwecan makcourpeace, ' 

V pon fuch large termes,and fo abfolute, 

As our conditions (hall confiftvpon. 

Our peace (hall flaifd asfirmc as rockie mountaincs, 

Aicuh, Yea hut our valuation fhal befuch, 

That euery flight, and falfe deriued caufe, 

Y ea euery idle, nice, and wanton reafon. 

Shall to the King tafle of this a&ion, 

That were our royal faiths marines in louc. 

We fhall be winow’d with fb rough a wind. 

That euen our corne fhal feemc as light as chaffe, 

And good from bad find no partition, 

Btfa No, no, my lord.note this, the King is weary 
Of daintie and fuch picking grecuances, 

F or he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 

Reuiues two greater in the heires of life: 

And therefore will he wipe his tables cleane, 

And keepe no tel- tale to his memorie. 

That may repeate,and hi (lory his lofTe, 

To new remembrance.-for full welheknowes. 

He cannot fo precifely weed this land. 

As his mifdoubts prefent occafion, 

His foes are fo enrooted with his friends. 

That plucking to vnfixan enemy, 

He doth vnfaften'fo, and (hake a friend. 

So that this land, like an ofifenfiue wife. 

That hath enragdehim on to offer flrokes. 

As he is (hiking, holdes his infant vp, 

A nd hangs refolu’d correction in the arme. 

That was vpreard to execution. 

Haft. Befides, the King hath wafled al his rods. 

On late offendors, that he now dothlacke 
The very inflruments ofchaflicement. 

So that his power, like to a phanglefle lion. 


May offer, but not bold, 

... Btjbof Tis very true. 

And thcreforejbe aflurde,my good Lord Marfhall, 
Ifwcdonow make our attonement well, 

Qm* peace wil like a broken limbe vnited, 

Grow flronger for the breaking. 

CMore. Be it fo, here is returnd my lord of Weltmerland. 

Enter JVeflmcrUnd* 

Weft. The prince is here at band, pleafeth your Lordfliip 
To meet his grace iuft diftance tweene our armies. 

Snter Prince Iobn and his armit. 

AfowiYouv grace of York, in Gods name then let forward. 

%/hop. Before, and greete his grace(my lord) we come. 

Iohn You are welfincountred here, my coufen Mowbray, 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifhop, 

And fo to you Lord Ha(lings,and to all. 

My Lord of Yorke,it better fhewed with you. 

When that your flocke afTembled by the bell. 

Encircled you,to heare with reuerence, 

Y our expofition on the holy text, 

That now to fee you here, an yrori man talking, 

Cheering a rowt of rebells with your drumme. 

Turning the word to {word, and life to death: 

That man that fits within a monarches heart, 

And ripens in the fun- fhinc of his fauor, 

Would he abufe the countenance of the King: 

Alackewhat mifeheefes might he fet abroach. 

In (badow of fuch greatnerfe? with you Lordbifhop 
It is euen fo,who hath not heard it fpoken. 

How deepe you were within the bookes of God, 

To vs the fpeaker in his parliament, 

To vs th Imagine voice of God himfelfe, 

T lie very opener and intelligencer, 

Betweencthe grace, the fan&ities ofheauen, 

And our du!lworkings?0 who fhalbeleeue. 

But you mifufe tire reuerence of your place, 
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